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It  is  proper  to  state,  for  the  information  of  friends  at  a  distance,  tbat  Mrs.  Hooker  had, 
shortly  before  her  death,  removed  to  New  Haven,  where  Dr.  Hooker  had  entered  upon  his 
duties  as  Professor  in  the  Medical  Department  of  Yale  College.  At  the  time  of  her  decease 
she  was  in  Norwich  upon  a  visit  to  her  friends. 

The  sister  to  whom  reference  is  made  in  the  discourse,  died  at  Savannah,  Feb.  21,  1853. 
The  date  of  Mrs.  Hooker's  death  is  Jan.  11th,  1853. 


S  E  R  M  0  X . 


Mark  14,  S: — she  hath  done  what  shb  could. 

This  is  the  highest  eulogium  that  can  possibly  be  pro- 
nounced upon  a  human  being.  To  employ  our  powers 
for  a  right  end  is  well.  It  is  the  commencement  of  a  holy 
life,  and  the  express  condition  of  our  acceptance  with  God. 
But  to  employ  all  our  powers,  to  the  fall  extent  of  their 
capacity,  for  a  right  end,  is  to  attain  to  the  highest  possi- 
ble form  of  excellence.  This  is  the  consumm.ation  of  a  holy 
life,  and  the  perfecting  of  our  union  with  God.  It  is  to  be 
like  him.  It  is  to  love  him  with  all  the  heart,  and  to  serve 
him  with  all  the  strength.  It  is  to  become  ripe  for  that 
world  into  which  nothimjT  that  defileth  shall  come. 

It  is  not  necessary  to  suppose  that  our  Saviour  intended 
to  apply  this  declaration,  in  its  fidlest  possible  meaning,  to 
that  devoted  friend  who  was  then  pouring  the  precious 
ointment  upon  his  head  and  his  feet.  It  was  enough  if 
she  closely  approximated  to  that  spirit  of  entire  consecra- 
tion, and  was  rapidly  attaining  to  its  full  possession.  The 
language  is  fully  justifiable,  if  doing  with  her  might  what 
her  hands  found  to  do  for  her  Lord,  had  become  her  prom- 
inent characteristic,  so  marked,  decided,  and  controlling  as 
to  be  known  and  read  of  all  men. 

It  would  be  delit>;htful  to  know  more  of  the  meek  and 
devoted  woman  of  whom  these  words  were  spoken.  She 
appears  as  a  prominent  actor  in  the  most  touching  scenes 
of  our  Saviour's  life.  She  was  evidently  the  object  of  his 
tenderest  regard.  He  bestows  upon  her,  and  that  in  her 
own  ]n-esence,  connnendations  such  as  no  other  person 
would  seem,  from  the  gospel  narratives,  to  have  received. 
We  are  first  introihicfd  to  her  ;it  IJic  lioiiseof  her  sister,  in 


Bethany.  While  Martha  is  cumbered  about  much  serving, 
she  is  seen,  very  characteristically,  sitting  at  the  feet  of  Je- 
sus, quietly  but  eagerly  hearing  his  word.  The  Saviour 
here  defends  her  against  the  implied  censure  of  her  bust- 
ling sister  by  the  remarkable  words,  "  Martha,  Martha,  thou 
art  careful  and  troubled  about  many  things,  but  Mary  hath 
chosen  that  good  part  which  shall  not  be  taken  away  from 
her."  In  this  rebuke  we  find  the  key  to  Martha's  charac- 
ter. All  the  incidents  which  follow  naturally  receive  an 
interpretation,  in  consequence,  more  unfavorable  than 
would  otherwise  be  given.  It  seems  to  stamp  her,  not  as  an 
industrious,  thoughtful,  thorough  person,  but  as  over-anx- 
ious, particular,  and  engrossed  in  trifles. 

As  Jesus  approaches  Bethany  after  the  death  of  Laza- 
rus, Martha  goes  forth  to  meet  him,  as  if  to  hasten  his  com- 
ing, and  greets  him  in  a  manner  that  seems  somewhat 
querulous,  with  the  words,  "  Lord,  if  thou  hadst  been  here 
my  brother  had  not  died."  Marj^,  however,  still  true  to 
her  character,  sat  still  in  the  house,  humbly  waiting  to  know 
his  will.  After  their  brother  had  been  restored  to  them, 
the  two  sisters  again  appear  at  a  feast  in  the  house  of  Simon 
the  leper,  a  neighbor  in  Bethany,  (this  must  be  carefully 
distino-uished  from  the  feast  at  the  house  of  Simon  the 
Pharisee,  probably  in  Capernaum,  where  a  woman  of  very 
different  character,  anointed  the  Saviour's  feet,  Luke  vii,  36) 
Here  again  Martha  serves,  and  Mary  is  in  her  favorite  po- 
sition at  her  Saviour's  feet,  and  as  an  expression  of  her  love 
and  gratitude  for  the  restoration  of  her  brother,  who  wag 
then  sitting  at  meat  with  them,  she  has  brought  an  alabas_ 
ter  box  of  ointment,  worth  three  hundred  pence,  (or  about 
forty-two  dollars,)  and  pours  it  on  his  head  and  his  feet, 
and  wipes  his  feet  with  her  hair.  Again  he  defends  her 
from  the  reproaches  of  those  about  her,  and  exclaims, 
"  Let  her  alone,  why  trouble  ye  her  ?  She  hath  wrought 
a  good  work  on  me — she  hath  done  what  she  could  ;  she 
is  come  to  anoint  my  body  to  the  burying."  And  as  if  it 
were  impossible  to  commend  too  highly  this  humble  a£ 
fectionate  being,  he  adds  that  most  remarkable  declara- 
tion. "  Verily  I  say  unto  you,  wheresoever  this  gospel 
shall  be  preached  throughout  the  world,  this  also  that  she 
hath  done  shall  be  spoken  of  for  a  memorial  of  her." 


We  cannot  believe  that  our  Sa\'ior  uttered  these  com- 
mendations simply  to  gratify  his  i'eelings  of  affection  for 
this  gentle  and  loving  woman,  nor  that  a  memorial  of  her 
has  been  recorded  upon  the  sacred  pages  of  inspiration, 
merely  to  indulge  a  natural  desire  to  extol  the  dead.  All 
this  was  done  for  the  good  of  others.  Her  character  and  her 
deeds  were  eloquent,  and  Christ  would  have  that  elo- 
cjuence  heard  in  ever}-  land  down  through  the  coming  ages. 
Such  a  life  was  a  light,  and  Christ  would  have  its  radiance 
stream  afar,  wide  as  the  universe,  and  beautiful  as  the  gems 
that  sparkle  upon  the  robe  of  night.  Therefore  did  he  set 
this  star  in  the  moral  firmament,  that  we  may  look  upon 
it,  and  be  guided  and  cheered,  poor  pilgrims  that  we  are 
in  the  rough  pathwa3's  of  life. 

And  it  is  in  this  spirit,  my  friends,  that  Ave  should  al- 
ways speak  in  God's  house  of  the  departed.  It  may  be 
very  entertaining  to  our  hearers  if  we  intermingle  with 
the  usual  topics  of  pulpit  discussion  an  occasional  elabo- 
rate eulogy.  It  may  be  very  gratifying  to  friends  to 
listen  to  the  praises  of  their  loved  one  gone  from  their 
sight.  It  may  be  a  delightful  office  of  friendship  for  the 
preacher  to  pour  out  in  glowing  strains  his  personal  feel- 
ings of  affection.  But  all  this  is  entirely  aside  from  the 
purposes  of  the  Sanctuary  and  the  duties  of  Christ's  em- 
bassador. The  living,  not  the  dead,  are  the  objects  of  his 
ministrations.  The  spiritual  benefit  of  his  hearers,  not 
their  gratification,  should  be  his  aim. 

How  then  shall  he  speak  when  all  hearts  are  bowed  by 
a  common  bereavement,  and  all  minds  are  occupied  with 
one  mournfLd  event  ?  Shall  he  refuse  to  allow  his  thoughts 
to  sweep  into  the  general  current,  and  make  no  eftbit  to 
direct  that  current  upward  to  God  and  onward  to  eterni- 
ty ?  How  shall  he  speak  of  one,  the  lessons  of  whose  life 
are  upon  every  tongue,  the  tenderness  of  whose  nature 
had  given  her  a  home  in  ever}-  heart,  whose  bright  chris- 
tian example  has  been  for  long  years  an  incitement  and 
support  to  nearly  every  individual  among  his  liearers  ? 
Shall  he  refuse  to  unfold  the  teachings  of  God  as  they  are 
revealed  in  the  life  of  one  of  God's  children?  Will  it  be 
wrong  for  him  to  direct  your  eye  to  God's  own  work  ? — 
Will  it  bo  wrong  for  him  to  attempt  an  interpretation  of 


G 

God's  own  voice  ?  No  !  tliLs  is  the  special  function  of  his 
high  office.  This  is  the  example  of  his  master.  Chmt 
commended  Mary.  He  loved  to  speak  of  the  unostentatious 
virtues  of  that  lovely  character.  He  loved  to  connnend 
her  disinterested  benevolence  and  untiring  devotion,  to  the 
imitation  of  the  world.  He  has  erected  a  memorial  of  her, 
who  had  "  done  wdiat  she  could,"  where  it  miolit  bo  seen 
in  all  lands  and  by  all  the  generations.  In  our  humble 
way  we  will  imitate  his  example.  As  our  bretheren  and 
sisters  flxll  asleep  in  Jesus,  we  will  carefully  scan  their  ex- 
ample and  study  the  lessons  of  their  lives,  that  we  may 
thereby  become  ourselves  better  fitted  both  for  life  and 
for  death. 

In  making  this  practical  use  of  the  startling  event  which 
has  lately  filled  all  our  hearts  Avith  a  sense  of  personal  be- 
reavement, I  shall  address  myself  to  those  who  are  already 
familiar  with  the  character  of  our  departed  sister.  The  at- 
tempt to  portray  that  character  for  the  benefit  of  any 
whose  l^rief  residence  among  us  has  been  insufficient  to 
give  them  a  personal  acquaintance  with  her,  would  lead 
me  away  from  my  present  purpose.  Most  of  us,  however, 
will  need  no  such  delineation.  Her  whole  life  stands  as  viv- 
idly before  our  mental  vision  as  an  event  of  yesterday. 
During  the  ten  years  which  have  elapsed  since  the  estab- 
lishment of  this  chiu'ch,  she  has  been  so  identified  Avith  it 
that  her  personal  history  for  that  period  would  embrace, 
substantially  the  history  of  the  church.  We  have  only 
to  recall  the  scenes  in  wdiicli  we  have  been  mingling,  in  our 
delightful  fellow^ship  as  members  of  this  Church,  and  the 
life,  the  character,  the  very  image,  of  our  departed  sister 
are  placed  at  once  before  us.  It  is  my  simple  and  grate- 
ful duty  to  collect  the  thoughts  which  have  already  sug- 
gested themselves  to  every  mind,  and  to  present  in  a  con- 
nected form  the  lessons  which  Ave  have  all  been  constrain- 
ed to  ponder,  in  connection  Avitli  this  mournful  event. 

I.  How  impressively  are  we  uoav  reminded  that  the  only 
object  Avorth  liAdng  for  is  the  honor  of  Christ  our  Redeemer. 
Our  SaAdour  said  of  Mary  "^  She  hath  done  what  she  coidd ! " 
These  AA'ords  imply  that  she  chose  a  right  object  and, 
that  she  devoted  to  that  object  all  the  energies  of  her 
beino'.     She  did  Avhat  she  could,  and  in  this  respect  Avas 


like  her  sister ;  but,  unlike  her,  the  object  was  not  to  pre- 
side Avith  credit  over  a  hospitable  board,  nor  to  gratify  an 
anxious,  careful  temper  about  little  things,  nor  to  gain  ap- 
plause for  the  perfection  of  her  household  arrangements. 
Mary's  object  was  simply  to  honor  her  Saviour  in  the  most 
direct  and  effective  manner  possible.  This  was  the  good 
part  which  she  chose,  which  Christ  assured  her  should  nev- 
er be  taken  from  her.  But  Martha,  though  she  seems  to 
have  been  energ-etic  and  industrious,  had  all  the  Avhile  a 
low  object  in  view.  She  could  find  no  time  to  sit  at  the 
Savior's  feet  and  hear  his  word ;  she  considered  it  far  more 
important  to  provide  a  creditable  entertainment ;  she  would 
never  have  thought  of  spending  a  large  sum  of  money 
upon  precious  ointment  with  which  she  might  anoint  the 
feet  of  her  Lord  Mau}^  demands  in  her  own  family  would 
have  been,  in  her  estimation,  quite  paramount  to  this. 
She  supposed  that  her  occupations  were  useful  and  impor- 
tant, and  doubtless  regarded  her  sister  as  in  some  respects  an 
idle  visionary.  She  did  what  she  could  ;  but  it  was  for  an 
object  of  little  consequence.  There  was  nothing  noble, 
generous,  far-reaching  in  her  activity.  Mary,  on  the  other 
hand,  did  what  she  could  for  the  noblest  of  all  objects,  and 
in  the  way  most  directly  calculated  to  accomplish  her  de- 
sign. She  did  not  care  to  honor  her  Lord  by  a  sumptuous 
entertainment,  when  she  could  more  truly  honor  him  by 
sitting  at  his  feet  and  hearing  his  word.  On  the  other 
hand,  she  was  restrained  by  no  narrow  economy  from  pour- 
ing upon  his  head  and  feet  the  costliest  ointment  when  she 
felt  that  this  would  be  the  only  adequate  expression  of  her 
love.  Mark  now  the  results !  Martha's  careftd  hospitality 
is  forgotten.  No  one  knows  how  bountifully  and  elegant- 
ly her  table  was  spread  upon  the  day  when  she  entertain- 
ed the  Saviour  and  his  disciples  at  Bethany.  No  one  knows 
of  her  exact  and  laborious  manacrment  of  her  household 
affairs.  But  Mary's  act  of  simple  self-denying  devotion 
has  been,  and  is  destined  to  be,  more  famous  than  the  great- 
est deeds  of  heroes.  Its  inHuence  has  been  felt  in  all  lands, 
and  will  be  felt  till  the  end  of  time.  Its  power  is  felt  to-day 
in  this  congregation,  and  there  is  not  an  individual  among 
all  those  who  hear  or  read  this  gospel  who  is  not  made 
wiser  and  better  by  it.     We  know  not  how  the  character 
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of  these  two  sisters  may  have  been  regarded  by  their  neigh- 
bors and  friends  in  Bethany.  It  would  not  be  strange  if 
Mary  was  set  down  as  an  enthusiast,  and  Martha  regard- 
ed as  a  model  of  female  excellence.  But  there  can  be 
no  question  nmv,  which  of  the  two  had  chosen  the  better 
part.  Neither  will  there  be  a  doubt  in  regard  to  any  of 
us  when  our  career  is  viewed  from  a  similar  stand-point 
Say  not  that  the  case  is  peculiar.  It  is  true  there  is  not 
always  the  same  notoriety.  Neither  the  busy  trifling  of  a 
Martha,  nor  the  generous  love  of  a  Mary  is  always  so  widely 
proclaimed.  But  their  relative  value  remains  the  same. 
Contem]3lated  from  any  position  that  will  give  a  fair  and 
perfect  view,  every  emplo^^ment  appears  mean  and  worth- 
less which  does  not  terminate  in  promoting  the  honor  of 
our  adorable  Kedeemer. 

.  Place  yourself  for  a  moment,  my  hearer,  by  the  dying 
bed  of  an  endeared  friend,  and  address  yourself  to  the 
duty  of  administering  such  consolation  as  is  suited  to  the 
solemn  crisis.  There  upon  the  verge  of  eternity,  and 
while  its  light  is  pouring  into  the  chamber  of  death,  you 
will  make  no  false  estimates.  We  will  suppose  that  those 
things  which  the  world  value,  and  which  many  professed 
christians  practically  esteem  paramount  to  all  others,  had 
been  the  great  object  of  pursuit  with  the  loved  one  before 
you.  Would  you  then  say,  "My  dying  friend,  be  comfort- 
ed. You  have  lived  well  and  successfully.  You  have  at- 
tained a  high  social  position.  You  have  given  your  chil- 
dren a  fashionable  education.  You  have  subjected  your 
own  manners  to  an  elegant  culture.  Your  household  ar- 
rangements have  been  a  model  of  neatness  and  propriety. 
The  world  acknowledge  that  such  objects  are  worthy  of 
the  constant  thought  and  earnest  persuit  of  an  immortal 
being.  Be  happy  then  !  you  have  accomplished  the  great 
end  of  life — you  may  die  in  peace."  Would  such  consola- 
tion comfort  the  dying  ?  Would  you  dare  to  offer  it  ?  Do 
you  believe  that  it  was  ever  offered  even  by  the  most  ar- 
dent advocate  of  the  dance,  the  drama,  the  wine-cup,  the 
refinements  of  gentility  and  the  distinctions  of  fashionable 
life  ?  Ah !  men  know  too  well  the  worthlessness  of  such 
objects,  to  introduce  them  at  the  bed  of  death.  When 
these,  or  such  as  these,  have  occupied  the  years  of  a  mis- 


9 

spent  life,  wc  can  only,  at  sncli  an  lionr,  consign  tlicm  to 
oblivion.  They  can  give  no  comfort ;  they  possess  no  worth. 
In  contrast  to  snch  a  death-scene,  about  which  there  often 
gathers  the  oppressive  gloom  of  the  world  of  despair,  yon 
will  not  be  sm^prised  when  I  say,  that  the  apartment  Avhence 
the  lovely  spirit  of  our  sister  took  its  flight  seemed  tons  the 
very  gate  of  Heaven.  Ilcr  great  oljject  in  life  was  to  honor 
her  Divine  Master,  No  one  who  knew  her  could  doubt  it. 
And  when  we  gathered  about  her  death-bed  we  could 
think  of  this.  We  had  no  wish  to  forget  her  past  life. 
We  were  not  compelled  to  glean  a  scanty  comfort  from  a 
few  imperfect  dying  words.  Her  whole  history  was  a  line 
of  lia;ht,  Avliich  had  been  shinino-  more  and  more,  till  now 
it  seemed  ready  to  burst  into  the  perfect  day.  As  we  met 
in  the  adjoining  apartments,  where  our  voices  could  not 
reach  the  sufferer,  we  were  constantly  speaking  of  the  past. 
The  incidents  of  her  life,  and  the  traits  of  her  character 
were  mentioned  one  by  one.  And  we  comforted  one  an- 
other with  these  words.  They  were  precious  memories. 
No  arithmetic  can  compute,  no  tongue  can  tell  their  val- 
ue in  that  hour.  And  when  her  trembling  spirit,  conscious 
of  its  imperfections,  was  ready  to  shrink  from  the  scrutiny 
it  was  soon  to  meet,  we  could  appeal  to  her  own  conscious- 
ness with  the  question,  "  Have  you  not,  for  long  3-ears,  trust- 
ed in  Christ,  and  earnestly  endeavored  to  serve  him  ?  Do 
you  not  love  him  now  ?  Can  you  think  that  the  friend 
of  your  life  will  desert  you  in  death  ?  Do  you  not  know 
in  whom  you  have  so  long  believed  ?"  It  was  then  that 
she  triumphed  over  all  her  fears.  Though  in  the  midst 
of  Jordan,  her  feet  liad  found  the  rock,  and  she  answered, 
"  Yes  !  Yes ! "  'I  Jcnoio  whom  I  have  believed,  and  I  am 
persuaded  that  he  is  able  to  keep  that  which  I  have  com- 
mitted unto  him  against  that  day.'"  Our  sister  had  early 
chosen  that  good  part,  and  it  was  not  now  to  be  taken 
from  her. 

II.  But  we  arc  not  to  forget  that  more  is  implied  in  the 
commendation  bestowed  hy  our  Savior  upon  Mary,  than 
simply  that  the  object  she  had  in  view  was  worthy  and  noble. 
He  declares  that  she  had  dcvolrdto  it  all  the  cncrr/ies  of  he?'  he- 
incf.  The  possession  of  this  box  of  precious  ointment  was 
doul)tloss  the  fruit  of  long  and  perhaps  painful  self-denial 
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on  the  part  of  this  devoted  woman.  To  make  such  a  use  of 
it  as  she  did,  in  the  presence  of  her  thrifty  sister,  who  was 
then  serving  the  guests,  (John  xii,  2,)  and  in  the  midst  of 
a  company  who  were  ready  to  exclaim, "'  to  what  purpose 
is  this  waste,"  required  no  ordinary  degree  of  determina- 
tion. Her  whole  manner  moreover  was  indicative  of  the 
most  profound  gratitude  and  attachment.  Not  content 
with  the  menial  service  of  anointing  her  Saviour's  feet,  she 
even  wipes  them  with  the  hair  of  her  head.  Now  it  is  this 
earnestness,  this  depth  of  devoted  love,  which  gives  mean- 
ino;  and  force  to  the  whole  transaction.  It  is  not  so  much 
what  she  did,  as  the  manner  in  which  she  did  it,  which 
made  it  proper  that  this  deed  should  be  told  throughout 
the  world  for  a  memorial  of  her.  It  was  not  so  much  be- 
cause she  loved  Christ,  as  because  she  loved  him  with  such 
an  intense  devotion,  that  her  example  has  such  a  peculiar 
power  over  us. 

Here  is  a  point  which  christians  are  constantly  inclined 
to  overlook.  We  are  too  often  satisfied  if  we  are  conscious 
of  living  for  a  proper  object,  without  inquiring  whether  we 
are  pursuing  that  object  with  any  proper  degree  of  earnest- 
ness.  We  hear  the  command,  "  Follow  me ! "  and  attempt 
to  obey  it.  But  we  hear  not  the  warning, "  If  any  man  come 
unto  me  and  hate  not  his  father,  and  mother,  and  wife,  and 
children,  and  brothers,  and  sisters,  yea,  and  his  own  life, 
also,  he  cannot  be  my  disciple."  It  has  been  well  said  that 
influence  is  the  result,  not  so  much  of  talent  and  culture, 
as  of  force.  We  admire  and  respect  a  man  of  learning 
and  cultivation ;  but  w^e  are  never  moved  except  by  an 
earnest  man.  We  may  not  wholly  coincide  in  his  opinions; 
we  may  not  sympathize  with  his  earnestness.  And  yet  we 
feel  his  power.  We  cannot  help  it.  This  is  the  secret  of 
the  power  of  eloquence.  Here,  too,  is  hidden  the  eloquence 
of  a  life.  Herein  is  the  strength  of  the  Church  of  God.  A 
Church  in  earnest  would  speedily  subdue  this  world  to 
Christ.  If  the  Church  were  in  earnest,  every  obstacle  to  the 
truth,  every  vice,  every  social  evil,  the  mightiest  bulwarks 
of  oppression,  the  most  cunningly  contrived  refuges  of  in- 
fidelity, would  be  swept  at  once  from  this  fair  land.  A 
Church  in  earnest,  would  erect  the  banner  of  the  cross  in 
every  community,  and  carry  the  blessings  of  salvation  to 
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every  heart.  Earnestness  prcA'ails  with  Heaven,  and  ear- 
nestness will  prevail  with  men.  The  earnest  christian  has 
power  everywhere.  He  has  power  in  prayer,  he  has  pow- 
er in  the  hard  contest  with  compacted  organic  wrongs,  and 
he  has  power  also,  amid  the  sweet  influences  and  hallowed 
associations  of  home.  Here  is  to  be  found  the  peculiar  and 
most  honorable  sphere  of  woman.  The  earnest  Chrisiian 
Mother !  What  elements  of  almost  resistless  power  are  ex- 
pressed in  these  few  words !  This  spirit  of  earnestness  ! 
How  quick  we  are  to  perceive  it!  How  it  beams  from  the 
eye,  speaks  in  the  words,  and  infuses  itself  like  an  inspira- 
tion into  the  whole  life !  How  sensitive  is  the  child  to  its 
influence !  How  readily  he  learns  what  it  is  that  so  deep- 
ly moves  the  soul  of  his  mother !  With  what  an  aAvful  sa- 
credness  does  that  mysterious  earnestness  invest  its  olijects ! 
How  can  he  ever  profane  that  name  which  his  mother  al- 
ways pronounced  with  such  profound  reverence?  How 
can  he  fail  to  shudder  at  that  sin  of  which  she  spoke  with 
such  intense  abhorence  ?  How  can  he  refuse  to  love  that 
compassionate  Saviour,  whose  name  his  mother  could  scarce- 
ly utter  without  a  tear,  and  to  whose  service  she  devoted 
every  energy  of  her  being?  Christian  parents,  if  3'ou  wish 
to  influence  the  minds  of  your  children,  he  in  earnest.  Let 
them  see  that  religion,  and  the  objects  of  religious  affect- 
ion, can  stir  your  soul  in  its  deepest  depths ! 

It  is  in  this  earnestness  of  christian  character  that  we  are 
to  find  the  secret  of  the  very  remarkable  influence  which 
our  departed  sister  alwa3's  exerted  Avherever  she  was 
known.  Benevolence  with  her  was  not  a  principle  only ; 
it  was  a  passion.  To  go  about  doing  good  was  not  merely 
a  work  Avhicli  she  performed ;  it  was  the  life  which  she  liv- 
ed. From  early  morn  to  the  hour  of  rest,  this  seemed  to 
be  the  only  thought  she  had,  "  whom  shall  I  next  serve, 
what  good  work  shall  I  next  undertake?"  Her  kindness 
descended  upon  the  friends  about  her,  like  the  dew  from 
heaven.  It  was  impossible  to  conceal  a  want  from  her  anx- 
ious eye;  and  when  discovered,  she  could  give  herself  no 
rest  until  it  was  supplied.  Never  shall  we  forget  the  last  day 
she  spent  with  my  own  family.  It  was  the  last  day  she  ev- 
er spent  in  that  manner;  at  its  close  she  was  attacked  witli 
the  disease  which  terminated  her  life.     All  tlie  earnest- 


1:^ 

iiess  oi'  lior  aHectionate  heart  scorned  t(j  be  dniwii  out. 
and  in  so  remarkable  a  degree  that  it  constantly  attracted 
our  notice.  The  little  children  seemed  drawn  to  her  hy 
some  mvisible  spell.  They  were  unwilling  to  leave  her 
side  for  a  moment.  There  was  a  beaming  m  her  eye,  and 
an  affection  in  her  tones,  an  indescribable  air  of  love  in  her 
wliole  demeanor  which  seemed  almost  miearthly.  We  felt 
and  we  said,  when  she  had  left,  that  it  seemed  like  an  an- 
gel's visit.  And  so  indeed  it  was,  for  I  cannot  doubt  that 
her  gentle  spirit  w^as  then  most  rapidly  ripening  for  the  so- 
ciety of  that  world,  where  "  all  the  air  is  love." 

It  was  this  earnestness  which  always  characterized  her, 
that  made  us  all  love  her  so  much,  and  wdiich  gave  her  such 
a  power  over  us.  We  saw  it  sustaining  her  daily  in  the 
discharae  of  numerous  and  most  laborious  duties.  We 
saw  it  enabling  her,  at  the  head  of  a  well-ordered  household 
to  exercise  all  the  care  and  to  participate  in  much  of  the 
anxiety  of  Martha,  while  she  retained,  in  an  eminent  de- 
gree, the  spirit  of  Mary.  AVe  saw  that  it  brought  her  al- 
most unvaryingly  to  her  place  in  the  sanctuary,  the  week- 
ly lecture,  and  the  female  prayer  meeting.  We  saw  it  lead- 
ing her  constantly  among  the  abodes  of  the  poor.  We  saw 
it  impelling  her,  month  by  month,  to  distribute  the  bread  of 
life,  and  with  her  own  lips  to  communicate  the  message  of 
salvation,  in  the  tract  district  which  had  been  assigned  to 
her.  We  felt  there  was  poiver  in  that  soul !  There  w^as 
something  there  which  constantly  impelled  her  to  "  do  what 
she  could,"  and  to  do  it  with  her  might.  And  we  respect- 
ed it ;  we  honored  it.  We  could  not  do  otherwise.  We 
loved  it  also,  for  it  was  manifestly  the  spirit  of  love.  This 
ruling  passion  exhibited  itself  most  touchingly  upon  her 
death-bed.  Her  anxiety  for  the  comfort  of  those  around 
her,  was  often  expressed  in  such  a  way  as  to  draw  tears 
from  every  eye.  She  forgot  her  agony.  She  forgot  the 
terrors  of  approaching  death,  that  she  might  still  minister 
to  the  friends  she  loved.  And  why  should  it  not  be  so? 
This  was  the  constant  employment  of  her  life,  and  it  was 
soon  to  be  her  employment  in  heaven.  Why  should  it  have 
been  interrupted  during  the  brief  period  of  her  passage  from 
this  world  to  that?  It  was  fit  that  she  should  die  as  she 
had  lived — self-forgetful,  loving,  earnest  to   the  last.     It 


was  lit  that  her  d\  ini''  mcssaii-o  to  her  onlv  ciiild.  then  ;il)- 
sent  at  college,  should  be  in  the  noble  words.  "  Tell  liini 
to  make  np  his  mind  to  live  for  tiie  glory  of  God,  and  to  do 
good.  1  want  him  to  make  that  his  rule."  It  was  lit,  that 
she  sought  to  comfort  her  weeping  friends  by  expressing 
hopes  of  recovery,  although  she  evidently  needed  no  such 
comfort  for  herself.  It  was  fit,  that  when  there  was  no 
longer  any  room  for  hope,  she  should  exclaim  in  a  most 
cheerful  and  earnest  manner, "  At  least,  dear  mother,  it  will 
all  be  well — ittcill  allbetveli!''  It  was  fit  that  in  the  very 
agony  of  the  death-struggle,  the  last  words  she  spoke,  and 
the  last  thoughts  she  had  on  earth,  should  be  of  that  beloved 
sister,  to  whom  she  had  long  ministered  with  exceeding 
tenderness,  and  whom  she  had  thus  unexpectedly  been 
called  to  precede  to  the  world  of  spirits.=^= 

And  she  is  still  a  ministering  angel !  Who  can  doubt  it  ? 
Her  chosen  work  hath  not  ceased.  Three  little  ones  had 
gone  before  her.  They  are  with  her  now !  Eight  years 
ago,  from  the  same  room  and  the  same  couch,  the  sancti- 
fied spirit  of  her  little  daughter  took  its  flight.  She  is 
with  her  mother  now !  That  benevolent  heart  has  full 
scope  for  the  exercise  of  all  its  affections.  She  is  not  in- 
deed in  all  respects  as  she  was  on  earth.  Every  imper- 
fection has  now  disappeared.  Her  robes  are  washed  and 
made  white  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb.  Her  free  spirit  is 
clogged  no  more  by  a  feeble  decaying  body.  No  wearied 
nerves  now  make  the  labor  of  love  an  anxious  toil.  Wo 
laid  away  in  the  bosom  of  the  earth  all  that  could  stain  her 
purity  or  mar  her  bliss.  She  is  now  before  the  throne  of 
God.  She  is  spending  this  sacred  day  in  no  earthly  tem- 
ple, but  in  that  city  wdiich  needeth  no  temple,  "  ibr  the 
Lord  God  Almighty  and  the  Lamb  are  the  temple  of  it." 
Who  could  wdsli  to  call  her  back  ?  Who  can  have  the 
heart  to  mourn  over  an  event  like  this  ? 

Sister,  thou  art  gone  to  rest ; 

We  will  not  weep  for  thee; 

For  thou  art  now  where  oft  on  enrlli 

Thy  spirit  longed  to  be. 

Sister,  thou  art  gone  to  rest. 

Thy  toils  and  cares  are  o'er  ; 

And  sorrow,  pain,  and   sulTering,  now, 

Shall   ne'er  distress   ihee  more. 

^Sl'i.' iil>itii:nv,  )i;i;.'i'   J7. 
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Sister,  ihon  art  gone  to  rest  ; 

Thy  sins  are  all   forgiven  ; 

AnJ  saints  in  light  have  welcomed  thee 

To  share  the  jo^-s  of  heaven. 

Sister,  thou  art  gone  to  rest; 
And  this  shall  be  our  prayer, — 
That  when  we  reach  our  journey's  end, 
Thy  glory  we  may  share. 

I  turn  for  a  brief  moment  from  the  dead  to  the  Uving. 
Brethren  and  sisters  of  this  Church  !  God  is  speaking  to 
us!  We  must  not  be  deaf  to  his  voice.  It  has  come  too 
near,  it  is  too  emphatic  and  solemn  to  allow  us  to  turn 
away  in  indifference.  If  we  did  so,  we  should  resemble 
the  Israelites  dancing  about  their  idol  at  the  very  foot  of 
Sinai.  Nor  is  this  in  our  hearts.  We  have  all  deeply  felt 
this  afflictive  event.  We  would  humbly  Avait  to  know  its 
design.  It  is  our  earnest  prayer  that  God  would  enable 
us  to  learn  the  lessons  it  teaches.  I  have  endeavored  to 
present  these  lessons  in  connexion  with  the  two  great 
truths  involved  in  our  text — the  importance  of  living  for 
Christ,  and  the  importance  of  living  in  earnest  for  Christ. 

Shall  I  then  inquire  if  there  are  here  any  of  Christ's 
professed  followers  who  are  not  living  for  him  ?  This  is 
to  ask  a  vital  question.  For  if  this  is  not  the  object  for 
which  we  live — if  we  pursue  our  business  or  our  pleasures 
or  employ  our  time  with  any  other  ultimate  purpose  than 
to  honor  him,  then  are  we  either  deceivers  or  de- 
ceived. It  will  be  well  for  us  if  we  settle  this  point,  so 
that  no  reasonable  doubt  shall  remain,  at  once.  It  is  our 
privelege  to  do  so.  If  we  would  not  plant  our  dying  pil- 
low with  thorns,  we  shall  do  so.  The  valley  of  death  is,  at 
best,  a  fearful  place.  To  him  who  finds  in  his  life  no  de- 
cisive evidence  of  his  acceptance  with  God,  it  must  be  a 
place  of  terror  and  despair. 

But  there  is  another  question  which  all  of  us  should 
deeply  ponder;  "Am  I  in  earnest  in  my  christian  life  ? 
Do  I  exhibit  that  title  to  discipleship  required  by  our  Lord, 
^  Whosoever  he  be  of  you  that  forsaketh  not  all  that  he 
hath,  he  cannot  be  my  disciple.' "  The  life  and  death  of 
our  sister  speak  to  us  most  emphatically  on  this  point. 
They  show  us  that  the  whole  power  of  the  christians  life 
is  to  be  found  in  an  earnest  devotion  of  sonl  to  the  christian's 
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work.  This  is  that  mute  eloquence  which  is  more  mov- 
ing than  any  spoken  words.  This  is  that  light  which,  when 
it  shines  before  men,  impels  them  to  glorify  our  Father 
who  is  in  heaven.  Without  this  our  life  will  be  barren, 
and  our  death  will  be  shrouded  with  uncertainty  and 
gloom. 

One  after  another,  we  are  passing  away.  Those  death- 
scenes  which  we  have  been  contemplating  will  soon  be  re- 
alities to  us  all.  Who  will  next  be  summoned  ?  None  can 
answer.  But  a  voice  comes  to  us  to  day  from  that  cham- 
ber of  death  and  that  new-made  grave ;  "  Be  ye  also  rea- 
dy I  for  in  such  an  hour  as  ye  think  not,  the  Son  of  Man  cometh" 
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[From  the  Xorwieh  Courier,  of  Jan.  ISth,  1853.] 
ITjiJcr  Ihc  ttsttal  obituary  head,  in  to-day's  paper,  is  recorded  the  sudden  death  of  Mrs. 
Mary  Hooker,  wife  of  "\\''orthington  Hooker,  M.  D.,  recently  of  this  city. 

Amidst  the  deep  sorrow  whieh  this  announcement  will  spread  orcr  Ler  large  circle  of 
friends  and  acquaintances,  there  is  to  us  a  melancholy  satisfaction  in  the  thought  tbat, 
notwithstanding  her  recent  removal,  this  estimable  lady  was  permitted  to  return  here  to 
die  in  the  bosom  of  a  community  where  she  was  so  truly  beloved, 

Mrs.  Hooker  was  the  daughter  of  John  Ingersoll,  of  Springfield,  Mass,,  and  though  for 
many  years  a  resident  of  this  city,  there  are  those  in  her  native  place  who  hold  in  remem- 
brance the  loveliness  of  her  unblamable  youth,  and  can  trace  back  her  maturcr  excellences, 
to  their  germ,  in  the  quiet  discharge  of  the  duties  of  daughter,  sister  and  friend. 

There  are  those,  too,  who  remember  her  as  the  exemplary  and  diligent  pupil  of  Miss. 
Beeeher's  Seminary,  of  Hartford ;  and  it  is  not  too  much  to  say  of  her,  what  it  would  not 
be  safe  to  say  of  many,  that  in  no  relation  of  life  was  she  ever  found  deficient,  nor  did  she 
ever  fail  to  gather  about  her  the  thorough  respect  and  warm  affections  of  those  who  sur- 
rounded her. 

Of  the  estimation  in  which  she  was  held  in  this  community,  where  her  worth  has  been 
fully  tested,  we  hardly  dare  trust  ourselves  to  speak.  Occupying  the  arduous  post  of 
physician's  wife,  she  used,  to  the  full,  the  opportunity  it  afforded,  of  ministering  to  the  suf- 
fering and  the  destitute.  Her  ready  sympathy  and  active  aid  were  ever  at  the  service  of 
the  sick  ;  her  home  was  the  abode  of  a  hospitality  as  sincere  as  it  was  unstinted.  That 
cheerful  and  well-ordered  home  will  long  be  held  in  grateful  remembrance,  not  only  by  a 
large  circle  of  friends  and  relatives,  but  by  many  a  weary  invalid  and  wayfarer  who  there 
found  rest,  sympathy  and  aid,  in  his  mission  of  benevolence. 

And  yet  many  would  have  found,  in  the  successive  bereavements  which  darkened  her 
home,  an  excuse  for  want  of  cheerful  alacrity  in  serving  others.  The  use  she  made  of  them 
was,  to  learn  a  truer  sympathy,  and  a  more  ready  adaptation  to  the  wants  of  other  fellow- 
sufferers. 

Notwithstanding  the  many  and  vai'ied  demands  of  her  home,  she  ever  lent  her  cheer- 
ful aid  in  every  enterprise  for  doing  good  in  the  community  and  church  to  which  she  be- 
longed. Superior  to  petty  jealousies,  her  judicious  counsels,  her  prompt  activity,  her  self- 
sacrificing  efforts,  will  bo  long  in  finding  their  paralel.  In  a  day  when  attempts  to  do 
good,  on  a  large  scale,  are  more  commended  than  the  filling  up  of  the  thousand  lesser  claims 
of  social  and  domestic  life,  it  is  profitable  to  contemplate  a  character  like  that  of  the  deceas- 
ed. In  her  were  conspicuous  "that  goodness,  gentleness  and  charity  against  which  there 
is  no  law."     She  possessed,  in  an  eminent  degree,  that  rare  combination  of  qualities  known 
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as  good  sense.  She  was  a  practical  woman.  Naturally  retiring,  she  never  sought  to  shine 
in  any  department  of  life,  but  quietly  followed  on  in  the  unobtrusive  path  of  usefulness 
which  providence  opened,  "doing  with  her  might,  what  her  hands  found  to  do." 

Her  death,  while  here  on  a  visit,  has  been  a  great  and  sudden  shock,  but  it  was  an  end 
" fitting  her  uniform  piety  serene." 

The  same  calmness  and  self  possession  which  marked  her  life,  characterized  herin  death. 
To  her  pastor,  called  at  midnight  to  break  to  her  the  intelligence  that  she  was  dying,  she 
immediately  replied,  that  it  was  an  unexpected  summons,  but  "  if  it  were  the  Lord's  will 
she  had  no  desire  to  live  another  hour,"  and  calmly  bade  farewell  to  a  life  which  she 
said  "  looked  desirable  to  her,  for  the  sake  of  her  friends."  She  expressed  a  deep  sense  of 
her  unworthiness,  but  a  firm  trust  in  her  almighty  Saviour.  When  her  pastor  repeated  the 
verse,  "  I  know  in  whom  I  have  believed,"  she  instantly  added,  "I  know  in  whom  I  have 
believed,  and  that  he  is  able  to  keep  that  which  I  have  committed  unto  him." 

Amidst  her  sufferings,  she  could  remember  soothing  words  for  her  aged  mother,  and  man- 
ifested a  touching  care  for  the  exposure  to  which  her  pastor  had  been  subjected  on  her 
account. 

Self-forgetful  to  the  last,  the  welfare  of  others  ceased  to  interest  her  only  when  her  heart 
of  love  ceased  to  beat.  She  has  entered  into  that  rest  which  here  on  earth  she  never  allow- 
ed herself;  or,  may  we  not  believe  that  her  wonted  ministrations  of  mercy  are  not  discon- 
tinued, but  to  be  carried  forward  hereafter,  without  weariness  and  without  end! 

[Froyn  the  Norwich  Courier,  of  Jf arch  12th,  1853.] 

Died,  in  Savannah,  Ga.,  on  Monday,  Feb.  21st,  Martha,  wife  of  Mr.  Joseph  Washburn, 
of  that  city,  and  j  oungest  daughter  of  the  late  John  Ingersoll,  Esq.,  of  Springfield,  Mase. 

As  the  eye  of  friend  after  friend  glances  over  this  short  record  of  the  passing  away  from 
earth  of  one  loved  and  cherished  in  many  hearts,  memory  will  busily  recall  all  those  graces 
of  person,  and  those  more  endearing  attractions  of  character  that  marked  the  departed. 

To  some,  she  will  bring  the  recollection  of  the  fair  child,  cherished  as  the  youngest  and 
choicest  treasure  of  an  harmonious  family  circle;  to  others,  the  beautiful  maiden,  admired 
and  beloved;  to  others  will  come  recollections  of  the  happy  and  active  wife  and  mother; 
the  intelligent  and  sympathizing  friend;  and  still  again,  there  are  those  in  whose  hearts  all 
fond  remembrances  will  bo  absorbed  in  the  thought  of  the  dying  christian. 

In  every  relation  of  life,  she  was  faithful.  Naturally  reserved  and  timid,  so  quietly  and 
calmly  did  she  perform,  each  day,  her  daily  duties,  that  few  even  of  her  best  friends,  knew 
how  strong  were  the  affections  of  her  heart,  how  deep  her  interest  in  those  she  loved,  or  how 
resolute  her  purposes  of  life.  Self-distrusting,  conscientious  and  truthful,  fearing  lest  she 
might  mistake  the  natural  impulses  of  an  amiable  heart,  for  the  graces  of  God's  spirit,  she 
often  doubted  her  right  to  the  christian's  hope«,  but  never,  for  an  hour,  did  she  waver  in 
her  christian  walk,  or  doubt  God's  right  to  her  services,  her  heart,  her  life.  In  her  youth 
she  consecrated  that  life  to  llim,  and  when  called  to  resign  healtli  and  activity,  she  mur- 
mured not ;  the  sorrowful  farewell  to  friends,  even  the  pangs  of  dissolution  lirought  no  ques- 
tioning of  God's  goodness.  Mock,  humble  obedience  to  His  will,  had  been  the  rule  ofherlife  ; 
so  in  the  hour  of  her  death,  if  His  hand  led  her,  she  could  cheerfully,  calmly  Malk  through 
the  dark  valley,  and,  though  suffering,  could  say  with  her  last  breath,  "He  mahct  death  eagy 
to  me," 

Thus  has  she  fallen  asleep  in  Jesus,  bearing  testimony  to  the  truth  of  God's  promise, 
"  As  thy  day  is  so  shall  thy  strength  be." 


